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Chapter 9: Coincidence 


"Oh." 

“Whaaah...?" 

As I was heading toward the 24-hour supermarket, I 
ran into an unexpected face. 

We both stared at each other with foolish, blank 
expressions for a few seconds, then simultaneously pointed. 

“Yoshida-sempai." 

“What are you doing here?" 

It was Mishima. She was standing there on this street 
at night, still wearing her suit. 

"Uhh... I went to see a movie." 

"You went straight from work to see a movie? You sure 
got stamina." 

She must have been wearing her suit because she 
hadn't been home. 

With an ambiguous smile, she nodded at my 
exasperated remark. 

"I just really wanted to see it." 

“What was it?" 


“Uhhh... A movie called "The Song of the Hydrangea.'" 


"Oh yeah. They've got a massive poster for that one in 
front of the station." 

I saw that gigantic poster every morning on my way to 
the station. I was pretty sure the lead actress in the film 
was Hashimoto's favorite. I can vaguely recall him strongly 
recommending it to me, but I was only half-listening at the 
time, so I couldn't remember the details. 

“Was it good?" 

"Yeah, it was... It made me cry." 

Noticing how much less articulate she was than usual, I 
looked at her eyes. I could tell she was slightly red under 
the eyes; it must have been a real tear-jerker of a movie. 

"That aside..." 

I lost interest in our discussion of the movie and went 
back to the topic of what she was doing in my area. 

"So why are you over this way? You're going the 
opposite direction from the station." 

I understood that she'd come to the station to see the 
movie, but the fact that she'd ended up so far away from it 
felt off. Even if she did walk in this direction, there weren't 
any places in the area that she was likely to drop by. It was 
a simple residential area. 

Mishima scratched her cheek with her index finger as 


she replied to my question. 


"I just felt like going for a walk. Then I remembered 
that this is the neighborhood where you live." 

"Seriously?" 

"And what about you? What are you doing out?" 

"Huh? Umm..." 

I couldn't tell her that Ms. Goto was at my place. 

I came to buy ingredients for tomorrow's breakfast, but 
there was something unusual about the way Sayu asked 
me. It gave me the faint impression that she was trying to 
get me to leave. That said, I found it hard to believe that 
she'd be so eager to be alone with Ms. Goto. Perhaps I was 
overthinking it. 

"I came to buy some stuff for breakfast." 

"Oh? Do you cook your own breakfast, Yoshida-sempai? 
That doesn't seem like you." 

"I don't. Sayu cooks it." 

My response made Mishima jolt in surprise. Then, she 
looked at me with a slightly alarmed look on her face. 

"Huh? Is Sayu at your place today?" 

"Yeah? Obviously. Where else would she stay?" 

",.1 see." 

She gave me a meaningful grunt of acknowledgement, 
then asked, "Mind if I tag along?" 


“Doesn't bother me. Do you enjoy watching people do 
their grocery shopping?" 

"I'm just curious about what you're going to eat." 

"Say what?" 

Mishima followed after me with a relaxed smile on her 
face. She was acting as if this was a totally normal thing to 
do. 

She continued to chatter on about this and that as I 
searched the supermarket for garlic chives, eggs, and miso. 

"Chives and egg omelet, then?" 

"Yeah, seems like it anyway." 

“Does she cook it for you often?" 

“Nah, only every now and then." 

"Chives for breakfast sounds like a recipe for bad 
breath." 

"I do brush my teeth before I leave, y'know." 

Mishima cackled at my rebuttal. She then pointed to 
the contents of the basket I was holding. 

"Wait, do you have enough there?" 

“Enough what?" 

"Eggs. There are only four in that box, aren't there?" 

"Well yeah... They were on sale, and it's not like we 


need a lot of them. It's only the two of us." 


As I spoke, I realized I'd run out of beer at home. When 
I stopped by the liquor section and went to grab a couple of 
cans, Mishima lifted it from my grasp. 

"...What?" 

"IT wanna ask you something." 

"Yeah?" 

I glared at Mishima in protest at having my beer 
abruptly taken away, but she, on the contrary, looked 
serious. This came as a surprise and cast a damper on my 
irritation. 

Mishima stared into my eyes as she posed her next 
question. 

"If I asked to stay at your place tonight, Yoshida- 
sempai, would you let me?" 

I was dumbfounded for a moment, but it wasn't long 
before I let out a huff of air from my nose; her suggestion 
was just that crazy. 

“Wait, what do you mean?" 

"Exactly what I said." 

"Why would I have to let some woman who isn't my 
girlfriend stay at my place?" 

"Sayu's not your girlfriend, is she?" 

“You know I'm like her guardian." 

“Then what about Ms. Goto?" 


This left me at a loss for words. 

Mishima furrowed her brow slightly, before repeating 
her question. 

“What about Ms. Goto?" 

",..Wait, why are you bringing up Ms. Goto now?" 

I retorted, and Mishima scrunched her face up to form 
an expression that was somewhere in between anger and 
sadness. She bit her lip and replied. 

"Why are you trying to hide it from me?" 

“Hide what from you?" 

"She's there! Ms. Goto! In your house!" 

Mishima said so emphatically that I couldn't help but 
blink in amazement. 

“H-how do you know...?!" 

My words made Mishima's catch in her throat for a 
moment, and her gaze dropped to the floor. 

"I took it upon myself to work a little overtime today for 
a change. I wanted you to be proud of me, Yoshida-sempai." 

Her words came out stilted, and she wouldn't look at 
me. 

"So I set up a program, then clocked out. Then, when I 
was on my way home, I saw you and Ms. Goto coming from 


the barbecue restaurant at the station. I got curious. I 


watched to see where you'd ride the train to, and you both 
got off at the nearest stop to yours." 

At this point, she looked at me timidly. 

"I'm really sorry that I followed you like that. I'll 
apologize for that part." 

"Nah... I mean, it's fine..." 

Vague replies were all I could come up with. I felt more 
panicked than outraged. 

"I made the rash decision to get off at that station, too. 
I followed you both, but it was clear that you were walking 
toward the place you live, so I was like...you know...I felt 
helpless... So I went back to the theater and saw that 
movie. I barely remember any of it." 

“Wai—. Hey..." 

She began to well up with tears as she continued to 
explain herself. I, on the other hand, was just plain 
confused. 

It looked as if crying wasn't part of Mishima's plan, as 
she scrunched her brows tightly in an apparent effort to 
hold back her tears. She took a moment before starting to 
speak again. 

"I couldn't just leave it and go home, so I was just 


loitering around. That's when I ran into you, and... I was 


thinking I could use this opportunity to ask you about Ms. 
Goto, in an indirect way." 

"Mishima..." 

“But Yoshida-sempai... It pissed me off that you tried to 
hide it from me with lame excuses..." 

With that, she sniffed, then carelessly tossed the beer 
can she'd swiped from me into my basket. 

"Let's pay up and get out of here." 

"S-sure... Well, that was the plan from the start." 

"Let's not sweat the details." 

I watched Mishima out of the corner of my eye as she 
rushed off toward the register, added a few more cans of 
beer to my basket, then followed behind her. 
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Mishima, who was still looking a bit dispirited as she 
sipped on a box of soy milk, stood next to me a few steps in 
front of the supermarket. The plastic bags I was carrying 
were a lot heavier than I'd expected them to be. 

A few minutes had passed since I finished my shopping, 
but Mishima still hadn't said a word. 

I had no idea why things turned out this way, but I 
hardly felt that leaving it with a simple, "Okay, I'm heading 


home," would suffice, and so I just stood aimlessly beside 


her instead. 


"T was certain..." 

Mishima suddenly began to speak. 

"I was certain you were bringing Ms. Goto home 
because Sayu wasn't there today." 

"In what situation would she not be there?" 

"Well, I really didn't know. That was just what I 
thought." 

Mishima said, taking another sip of soy milk. She 
gulped it down, then side-eyed me as she continued to 
speak. 

"Just think about it. Who would bring their sweetheart 
back to their house if they had a high school girl waiting 
there?" 

“Well, I mean..." 

"That means Sayu and Ms. Goto are alone together 
now, doesn't it?" 

"Yep." 

“This makes no sense..." 

Mishima muttered, then shook her milk box from side 
to side. It seemed like she'd already drunk the whole thing. 

"I'm just checking, Yoshida-sempai, but... You're still in 
love with Ms. Goto, aren't you?" 

“Huh? No, that's..." 


My face twisted in bewilderment at her sudden 
question, and I fumbled my words. 

Still, there was no way I could brush this one off. She 
already knew. 

"Well, yeah... I can't just switch those feelings off right 
away." 

Ms. Goto had told me the feeling was mutual, but I 
didn't need to tell Mishima at that point of time, so I 
refrained from saying it. 

"In that case, what you're doing doesn't add up, 
Yoshida-sempai." 

",..And what's that?" 

Puzzled, I cocked my head. 

Mishima frowned at me and shrugged. 

"I don't know all the ins and outs of it, but it just seems 
weird to me that you'd invite the woman you love over 
when you've got a high schooler freeloading at home." 

"No, that's..." 

Before I had the chance to explain that Ms. Goto asked 
to meet Sayu, Mishima carried on speaking. 

"If you're really prioritizing the woman you've got a 
thing for, then you should ignore all the other factors in 
your life to be with her. That's what love is all about, isn't 


it? I mean, you've loved her for so long, and now she's at 


your house, right? This is your big chance. If there's a high 
school girl there, she'll get in the way." 

"Sure, you might have a point...but it's not like I can 
just throw her out, is it?" 

Mishima shook her head definitively in response. 

"Most people...would." 

She said coldly. I'd never heard her speak in such a way 
before. 

"We're talking about a random high schooler you don't 
even know that well and the woman you're in love with. It 
should be obvious to you which one is more important." 

"Hey..." 

I interrupted Mishima as she was rattling on, and she 
held her tongue in frustration. 

"So, what's your point? And why are you badmouthing 
Sayu all of a sudden?" 

"I'm not badmouthing her at all. She's a good girl." 

"But it sounds like you're telling me I should've thrown 
her out." 

"I didn't say any such thing." 

Mishima shook her head, then gave me a piercing 
stare. 

"It's all a matter of which one takes priority for you, 


Yoshida-sempai." 


"Priority?" 

My head tilted in confusion, and she let out a sigh and 
nodded. 

"That's right. You've got Ms. Goto, who you've had 
feelings for a long time, and Sayu, who you randomly 
picked up off the street. Today your dear, sweet Ms. Goto 
has finally come to your home." 

"Right." 

"So if I were in your shoes, Yoshida-sempai, and wanted 
to really start a romantic relationship with Ms. Goto, I 
would have kept Sayu's existence a secret from her. I would 
never have mentioned her being at my home, and 
introducing them to each other would have been out of the 
question. The whole situation of 'I want to date you but I'm 
living with a girl I'm not related to' is just preposterous." 

"No, listen, will ya?" 

I was unable to keep my mouth shut any longer and cut 
in. 

"That still doesn't mean I can throw her out! By your 
logic, if I do end up going out with Ms. Goto, I'll just have 
to kick Sayu out!" 

"Don't you get it?!" 

After hearing what I had to say, Mishima suddenly 


raised her voice and stamped her foot down as hard as she 


could out of frustration, making a thumping sound. I 
flinched slightly, never having heard such an outburst from 
her before. 

Mishima looked equally stunned at her own behavior. 
She opened her mouth and hung her head. 

"T'm SOrTry..." 

"It's alright..." 

She carried on, keeping her eyes fixed on the ground. 

"But... I was just saying that's what a normal person 
would do." 

“What would they do?" 

“They'd choose to throw Sayu out, if they loved Ms. 
Goto and made her their priority." 

"But..." 

"No, I know, I know." 

She looked back up at me and smiled. It was obvious 
that she was forcing it, so it hurt a little to see. 

"I know you're not the kind of person who'd do that, 
Yoshida-sempai. But...at the same time, it does make me 
wonder." 

She stopped talking and let out a deep, long sigh. Then, 
she offered a few, quiet words. 

"Doesn't that mean it's not love?" 

"Huh?" 


"Your feelings for Ms. Goto. You must have mistaken 
admiration for love." 

"No, that's not—" 

NOEs 

Mishima interrupted my denial and cast a sidelong 
glance my way. 

",..your feelings for Sayu are turning into love." 

“Now, that's one thing I know isn't true." 

Our eyes met. I could see an erratic flicker of emotion 
in hers. 

"T see." 

We stared at each other for a few seconds, before 
Mishima broke the silence. 

"If that's the case, then you're too soft-hearted, 
Yoshida-sempai." 

She declared, scratching her head. 

"If you're too soft-hearted, you'll never get what you 
really want." 

She continued in a quiet, spiteful tone. 

",.And Sayu's not going to be living at your place 
forever." 

I wanted to say something back, but nothing came to 


mind quickly enough. 


As I maintained my silence, Mishima looked up, 
flashing me an awkward smile. 

"I've been a terrible woman today, haven't I?" 

“Nah, you weren't that bad." 

"I'm really sorry! I feel like I'll end up saying something 
I shouldn't again if I stay with you any longer, so I'd better 
call it a day and head home." 

"S-sure... Okay. I'll walk you to the ticket gate." 

"It's fine! You should hurry home as quickly as you can, 
Yoshida-sempai. I'm sure they're both waiting for you." 

"Says the person who held me up..." 

"Hee-hee!" 

Whenever I found myself making light of things so soon 
after the fact, it made me realize how childish I still was. 

"Alright then. Have a great evening!" 

"Yeah... You too." 

Mishima twirled on her heel and hurried off to the 
station. 

I watched her as she left, and I thought back on the 
smile she'd had on her face a few moments earlier—that 
awkward smile she'd worn in an attempt to hide how she 
really felt. It was the same smile that Sayu put on when she 
first came to stay with me, although Sayu's was far more 


convincing. 


Mishima had tried desperately to convey something to 
me that I didn't understand. However, I probably still 
hadn't accurately grasped what she meant. 

That smile was definitely one of resignation. 

I sighed, then headed home. 


Doesn't that mean it's not love? 


Mishima's words echoed inside my head. 

That couldn't be right. There was no doubt in my mind 
that I was in love with Ms. Goto. My heart didn't race as 
fast for anyone else in the world, and no one else's 
suggestive behavior would ever get me so frustrated. 

And... 


Your feelings for Sayu are turning into love. 


That was absolutely impossible. 

I simply wanted to protect her from the outrageous 
circumstances she'd suffered previously. I wanted to set her 
back on the right path. 

I didn't see her as a romantic interest at all. 

Mishima's words did make me realize something, 
though. 


I'd always had a vague desire to shelter Sayu until she 
could face her past and come to terms with her feelings. 

However, I never considered how long that would take. 

A month, or perhaps half a year. Maybe she'd even 
spend a year, or a few years, living with me. 

Or... 

She could even leave tomorrow. 

When I considered that possibility, something surprised 
me. 

I was unable to imagine living without her anymore. 

",.. That's weird." 

I clapped my hand over my mouth. 

Mishima was right. 

It would probably be difficult to have a romantic 
relationship with Ms. Goto while Sayu was living with me. 
In fact, when I mentioned the fact that Sayu was living with 
me, Ms. Goto had actually told me so herself; "I can't 
handle you saying that while you've been living with 
another woman every day for months." 

Even if Ms. Goto were to come to terms with that 
dilemma, we'd never have the time or space at my place to 
do the things that lovers do as long as Sayu was around. 

In that case... 

When would I be able to be with Ms.Goto? 


And when that time did come, where would Sayu be, 
and what would she be doing? 

When I tried to ponder on those two things, my mind 
went blank. I couldn't imagine anything. 

",,.Crap." 

I found myself muttering. 

And with that, I arrived at home, having made no 
progress with any of my musings. 

I stood in front of the door and took a deep breath in. 

Sayu and Ms. Goto were waiting for me inside. 

I couldn't go into my place with such a gloomy 
expression on my face. 

I slapped myself on the cheek and said "Let's do this" to 
psych myself up. 

I put the key in the lock and turned the bolt. 

For some reason, the simple act of arriving home was 


enough to set my heart racing. 


Chapter 10: Punishment 





"This is punishment...for toying with me." 

My old girlfriend said. Tears were welling up in the 
corners of her eyes, and her hand was trembling as she 
clenched onto her pancake knife. I listened to her as if this 
had nothing to do with me. 

I wasn't toying with her. I did love her. 

What shocked me most was that those words came 
from the mouth of this woman; she was the most intelligent 
and understanding of the seven women I was involved with. 

I loved all seven of them indiscriminately, and they 
were all happy about that. Things were going well. 

The expression she made when I told her about the six 
other women in my life was indescribable. It was a strange 
one. She began by looking confused, then frustrated, then 
sad, and then angry. Once she'd gone through that whole 
cycle of emotions, she said this: "So...what are you going to 
do after this?" 

I didn't understand what she was asking. 

"Well... I plan to keep on loving all of you..." 

“What are you talking about? Are you stupid! ?" 

Her anger was palpable, and I realized I was fighting a 
losing battle. I shouldn't have trusted her with this at this 


stage in our relationship. 


"You're crazy if you think you can love seven people at 
the same time! What about marriage?!" 

"I don't really see the point in getting married, y'know? 
Just loving one another is enough." 

"But I wanted to marry you!" 

Tears poured down her face as she glared at me, and 
she picked up the pancake knife that was on the table. 

Yeah, that was another mistake. 

I shouldn't have brought up such a serious topic over 
pancakes. You live and learn. 

She swung the knife in my direction like she meant it, 
making me flinch. If I hadn't dodged the blow and it had 
stabbed me, she would have been charged with assault. 

I certainly didn't want that, and getting hurt didn't 
sound great either, so I ended up running away there and 
then. 

I spent a few days staying at an internet cafe, and when 
I finally made my fearful return home, there was no sign of 
her. The other women had got in touch with me over the 
past few days, but I didn't really feel like meeting up with 
any of them. Once you slipped up with one of them, then 
the rest were sure to break down as well; that's just how 


fragile those relationships were. 


I ended up moving. I figured it was time to press the 
reset button on my life. 

I felt that the best place to hide from someone was in 
the biggest crowd possible, so I started my new life in 
Tokyo. I'd told my girlfriends where I worked, so, as 
dishonorable as it was to my boss, I just went and quit. 
Before long, I was living in Tokyo and working part-time in 
the city. 

I'd saved up a load of money from my previous job, so I 
thought I'd be able to survive for a couple of years on a 
part-time salary. In the meantime, I could take my time 
finding something else. 

The more pressing issue was how lonely I was. 

Before I moved, I spent almost every day with one of 
my lovers. That lifestyle provided me with a sense of 
fulfilment; I enjoyed the variety of women I was with, and 
felt like I was getting a little bit of everything. But what 
now? 

I finished work, came home, and turned on the TV even 
when there was nothing I particularly wanted to watch, just 
so that I could hear another person's voice. When I got 
bored of that, I went to bed. 

I felt no warmth. I wasn't confident that I'd adjust to 


this new way of life. 


I was staring blankly at the TV and taking a bite of an 
excessively-flavored microwave dinner when an_ idea 
suddenly occurred to me. 

At times like these, picking up a runaway girl always 
did the trick. 

I remembered how, just when I had seven girlfriends 
some time ago, I picked up a high school girl in front of the 
convenience store in my neighborhood. 

She had a pretty face and her breasts were large, too. 

She easily gave herself up to me once I brought her 
home, and things went well. Her body was soft, but tight 
inside. 

However, unlike my other lovers, she never needed 
anything from me. The fact that she pretended to be turned 
on, or seemed like she was thinking about something 
totally different when our eyes locked, was a little 
uncomfortable. 

I let her stay at my place for a few days, but I threw her 
out when one of my lovers said she was coming around. 

I never had any problems with women back then. I had 
it good. 

But now, I couldn't help but feel lonely without a 


woman by my side. 


I didn't care whether the woman wanted me or not. 
That was something I could take my time working on. 

I just wanted to have sex with a woman—a soft, nice- 
smelling woman. 

I wanted to be freed from the suffering of not having 
someone to love around. 

"Alright." 

Having decided to make it happen, I put my chopsticks 
back down on the table. 

"It's about time I found a runaway girl." 
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“Whuuuh? A runaway?" 

Asami said, scowling. 

"Yeah, a runaway girl. You haven't seen any around 
here, have you?" 

“Nope. What are you going to do when you find one?" 

"I just want to take her home with me." 

"That's basically a crime, y'know...and pretty yikes." 

She shook her head in a clear show of disgust. 

Asami was a high school girl who worked part-time at 
the same convenience store. She has light brown skin and 
blond hair, and although she looked like an outrageous and 


wild teenager, she was actually incredibly guarded. I'd 


invited her out for dinner on a number of occasions, but she 
always tactfully declined. 

"I'll be offering them a place to stay. Isn't that a nice 
thing to do?" 

"Hah! Nice try. I know you've got an ulterior motive." 

"That kinda thing just happens when a man and a 
woman are under the same roof, even if they don't plan to." 

"Big yikes." 

She brushed off the comment completely, taking it as a 
joke. Judging from her reaction, she really didn't seem to 
have any ideas to offer me. Her eyes gave everything away. 
All you had to do is was ask a question, and you could 
generally tell whether she knew something or not; it was 
quite handy. 

"I see... So, no runaways here." 

I acted disappointed, and Asami snorted at me. 

"Do you really need a woman that bad?" 

"I had seven of them before, and then I lost them all at 
once. I just need some company." 

"Seven! One for every day of the week! That's mad 
funny!" 

I was telling the truth. 

She, however, clearly didn't believe me and cackled as 


she pulled some chicken strips out of the fryer. 


"There is a new girl who's my age, but if you try to hit 
on her, I won't let you get away with it." 

I listened to what Asami was saying and tilted my head 
in curiosity. 

"A new girl?" 

"Uh, what? You haven't heard?" 

She looked in my direction as she continued loading 
freshly-fried chicken strips onto the food warmer. 

"There's a new girl, Sayu-chaso. Her name's Sayu- 
chaso." 

"Ohh... I think I remember seeing that name added on 
the attendance chart. You say she's your age?" 

"Yep-yep. And let me warn you, she's cute AF." 

“Cute AF, huh? Sounds fun." 

Despite the fact that she'd been the one to originally 
call her that, Asami furrowed her brow at me for saying 
this. 

“Lay a finger on her and I'll mess you up." 

"Are you two close?" 

"The closest. She's my soulmate." 

Asami was friendly with everyone from the get-go. I 
remembered the way she'd immediately opened up to an 
older, part-time lady I couldn't stand. 

"Huh..." 


I gave her a half-hearted reply as I tried to imagine 
what this 'Sayu' that I'd never met was like. 

If she was friends with Asami, she must be a bit wild, 
too; or maybe she was just a pushover. I hoped so; I could 
push her into things if that was the case. 

I spent the rest of the day vaguely fantasizing about 
this new bit of information while I worked. 

As I changed out of my work uniform at the end of my 
shift, I checked the shift schedule that was hung up on the 
wall. The very next day, I was going to be working a shift 
alongside a girl named Ogiwara Sayu. 


I couldn't help but look forward to seeing her face. 


Chapter 11: Warning 


"Sayu-chaso, your phone's lit up." 

"Hm?" 

Asami, who had a textbook open in the living room, 
pointed to the phone on the desk in front of her. 

Sayu picked up the phone and tapped the screen. Then, 
she broke into a smile. 

"It's Ms. Goto." 

"Goto... Who's that?" 

“Hmm... I guess you could say she's a friend." 

Sayu's reply made Asami freeze on the spot for a 
moment, before giving a dramatic "Huhhh?!" 

"You've got another homie besides me?!" 

"Well, I only just got to know her, really." 

“Whatever. It's fine! There's nothing wrong with having 
loads of friends." 

Asami nodded, then added, "It's actually a good thing," 
to further emphasize the statement. 

It seemed like Sayu and Asami had got off work at the 
same time, because when I came home from work, I found 


them chatting happily in the living room. 


Asami looked to be reviewing something she'd learned 
in class and had her textbook open in front of her while 
managing to hold a conversation with Sayu. As much as 
Sayu was enjoying talking to her friend, she also looked to 
be taking care not to interrupt Asami's studying too much. 

There was a momentary gap in their conversation as 
Sayu replied to the text message. She looked relaxed, in 
the way that a high school girl should do while she chatted 
with her 'friend'.' 

How did it get to this? 

In order to explain how Sayu and Ms. Goto came to 
exchange contact information, we have to go back to the 
day that Ms. Goto visited my home. 

When I came back from my 'chance' encounter with 
Mishima that day, I couldn't believe what I saw. 

"Oh, you've been out for a long time." 

"Oh, welcome back, Mr. Yoshida." 

As expected, Ms. Goto and Sayu were waiting for me at 
home, but... 

"Hey, don't move. We're not finished here." 

"B-but Mr. Yoshida's home..." 

“This is more important than him." 

The two of them appeared to be chatting amicably in 


the living room. And, to top it off, Ms. Goto had got her 


makeup stuff out and was applying it on Sayu's face. 

“What are you doing...?" 

"Isn't it obvious? I'm doing her makeup." 

"Why...?" 

“What do you mean?" 

Ms. Goto directed her eyes toward me as she patted 
Sayu's cheek with a makeup sponge. 

"She's got a pretty face! If she learns how to do her 
makeup, she'll be even prettier." 

"Right..." 

I didn't see the point in using makeup if your face was 
already pretty, but that must be a man thing. 

This confusing sight surprised me at first, but what I 
found even more surprising was how harmoniously they 
seemed to be talking to each other. 

While I'd been in the room, the two of them were still 
sounding each other out, and Sayu still seemed very 
guarded. 

But by the time I got back, that no longer looked to be 
the case. They were actually being so friendly with each 
other that you could have been fooled into believing they 
were like that all along. 

"I'm gonna go put the groceries in the fridge." 

"Oh, okay. Thanks." 


I said as I showed my plastic bags. Sayu looked at me 
as she replied, but still didn't turn to face me completely. 

I put the eggs, garlic chives, miso, and the beer I 
bought for myself in the fridge, then let out a small sigh. 

Looking back, the day had been a total mess. 

Ms. Goto visiting my home was already enough to make 
me anxious, but the fact that Mishima had also appeared 
out of nowhere and started throwing unanswerable 
questions my way caused even more stress. 

I had to admit that it all turned out well in the end, but 
when I got home and settled down, I suddenly felt 
exhausted. 

"Yoshida." 

"Yes?" 

I turned back to face Ms. Goto, who was calling for me. 
She continued applying Sayu's makeup and let out a playful 
snort, before starting to speak. 

“You must've smoked quite a few on the way back, 
huh?" 

These words made me jump, but luckily Ms. Goto 
wasn't looking at me. 

"Sorry I took so long... I ran into someone I know." 

"Oh, I see." 


I left Mishima's name out of my vague explanation. Ms. 
Goto must have been focusing more on Sayu's makeup than 
our conversation because she didn't press me for any 
further information. 

"Alright, I think we're done." 

Ms. Goto gave a nod of satisfaction, then placed the 
products on the desk and began rummaging through her 
bag. 

“Here, take a look yourself." 

Ms. Goto produced a small mirror from her bag and 
handed it to Sayu. 

Sayu timidly peeked into the mirror, and I caught her 
expression suddenly lighting up at what she was seeing. 

"Whoa..." 

"You look pretty different, don't you?" 

"It doesn't even look like me...!" 

“Hee-hee! Glad to hear my hard work paid off!" 

When Sayu finished staring at her reflection, she 
looked up at me as if she'd just remembered to do 
something. 

“What do you think, Mr. Yoshida?" 

"O-oh..." 

I'd only seen her side profile until that point, but now 


that I was looking at her face from the front, she did look 


really different. 

Her usual, slightly vacant expression looked brighter 
and prettier. It wasn't like she was making a different face, 
but it somehow seemed that way. Her skin also seemed 
much more finely textured, and it was slightly alluring. 

Sayu's dramatic transformation left me feeling a little 
confused, and I quickly averted my gaze in a fluster. 

"I mean... It works for you, doesn't it?" 

My ambiguous answer made Ms. Goto smirk. 

“You can give her a little better compliment than that, 
can't you?" 

"I-I'm not really used to things like this..." 

Ms. Goto snickered at my reply. Sayu rocked from side 
to side, looking disappointed. 

"I heard guys who can't compliment girls are really 
unpopular." 

"That's fine. I don't even want to be popular." 

I answered back in a somewhat irritated tone. Sayu and 
Ms. Goto looked to each other, then began giggling in 
unison again. Before I realized it, they really had gotten 
close. 

"I guess it's about time I leave. I should head home." 

Ms. Goto said as she checked her watch. I put my keys 


and wallet back into my pockets and stood up. 


"I'll walk you to the station." 

"Oh, will you? Thanks." 

"Oh, I'll come too!" 

Sayu started to get up, but I shook my head in refusal. 

"It's late. I'll take her by myself." 

"B-but..." 

"Sayu." 

Ms. Goto offered a gentle smile in response to Sayu's 
insistence. 

"If you want to talk, you can message me anytime. Let's 
call it a night for now." 

"...Fine." 

Sayu nodded, seemingly having reluctantly capitulated 
to Ms. Goto's gentle persuasion. 

So they had already exchanged contact info?! It took 
me six months to get Ms. Goto's personal contact 
information, and yet she'd given it to Sayu on the very 
night they met. Feeling conflicted, I walked toward the 
entryway. 

I threw on my outdoor slippers before stepping out 
from the entryway and held the door open. I watched Ms. 
Goto distractedly as she slipped on her slightly-raised heels 
in calm fashion. If we were married, I'd get to see this 


every day, I thought to myself, but then shook my head. I 


forced myself to look away from Ms. Goto and looked up. 
That was when I locked eyes with Sayu, who was watching 
us from inside the house. 

Sayu, who had been idly watching us, flinched in 
apparent surprise the moment our eyes met. Suddenly, she 
pasted one of her pre-prepared smiles onto her face and 
waved at me. Unsure how to respond, I tilted my head to 
one side in confusion. 

"All right, thanks for having me over!" 

When Ms. Goto finished putting her heels on, she stood 
up and looked back into the house. 

"Take care, Sayu. See you soon." 

"Uh, okay! See you..." 

With that, Ms. Goto left the house. 

See you soon. Hearing her say that felt a bit strange. 

Did Ms. Goto really intend on seeing Sayu again? 

An uneasy sensation came over me as I shut and locked 


the door behind me. 


"She's a good kid." 

"Sorry?" 

Ms. Goto remarked as we walked along the street 
toward the station. 


"Sayu. She's a really, really good kid." 


“Ohh... Yeah, I guess she is." 

"Is that why you couldn't bring yourself to throw her 
out?" 

"Well... I wonder that myself." 

My reply to Ms. Goto's question was neither here nor 
there. 

Was I unable to throw her out because she was a 'good 
kid'? I felt like Ms. Goto had probably missed the mark 
there. 

However, I still wasn't sure what had led me to take her 
in. 

"Hee-hee!" 

Ms. Goto, who was walking next to me, snorted. 

"I think it's okay, y'know." 

"What?" 

"Oh, nothing." 

She smiled playfully and poked me in the shoulder. 

"You'd better keep your hands off her. I'm just a call 
away now." 

"I told you, I would never..." 

I frowned at her, and she giggled again, her shoulders 
bobbing with laughter. 


“One more thing." 


Ms. Goto's continued. Her tone was notedly different 
than it had been mere seconds earlier. 

“Look after her." 

I got the impression that she was probably speaking 
from the heart. The look she was giving me out of the 
corner of her eye wasn't the jovial one I'd seen before; this 
time, she wasn't joking. 

She was still smiling, but she had a serious look in her 
eyes. 

"Of course... That's always been my plan." 

I replied, looking down at the ground. 

"It's not like you can half-ass bringing in a high-school 
girl." 

"Yeah, that's the kind of person I know you are. That's 
why I'm telling you this now." 

I glanced to her walking beside me, but her eyes 
remained fixed on the path in front of her. However, I did 
notice a faint glimmer of something in her eyes, as if she 
was gazing far into the distance. 

"She's unstable. She doesn't know a thing about 
herself." 

Ms. Goto muttered, then looked to me again. 

"I wouldn't be surprised if she randomly unleashes 


whatever emotions she has raging inside her at some 


point." 

I found myself unable to pull my eyes away from hers, 
although I didn't know why. It felt like there was something 
powerful hiding inside those eyes of hers. 

I couldn't reply and simply stared back at her until she 
suddenly broke into a wide grin and looked straight ahead 
again. 

“That said, I'm sure you'd be able to cope, no matter 
what happens." 

“What do you mean?" 

“Haven't you heard? The higher-ups all call you...'Mr. 
Fix-It."" 

"Huh...?" 

"They say to leave problems to you, because you 
usually figure things out." 

"Wait, what...? So that's why I've been getting nothing 
but rough odd jobs lately...?" 

Ms. Goto laughed in amusement and patted me on the 
shoulder. 

"I'm rooting for ya. In your work, and with Sayu." 

",... mean, I'll take what I can get at this point." 

When I mentioned I didn't want any more annoying 


tasks, Ms. Goto offered another cackle. 


* 


With that, I came to share the secret of Sayu's 
existence with Ms. Goto, and further still, the two of them 
apparently became 'friends.' 

However, they still wouldn't tell me what they talked 
about while I was out that night. What on earth had 
happened to make them so close in such a short space of 
time? 

Well, everyone's got secrets, so I decided not to think 
about it in depth. 

Besides, that faint smile on Sayu's face as she stared at 
her phone while typing out her message was a pleasant 
sight. 

Asami was right. 

You don't necessarily need to have a lot of friends, but 
it doesn't do any harm if you do; this was particularly 
applicable to Sayu, considering the fact she didn't socialize 
with anyone but me until she started her part-time job. 
Having more people like Asami and Ms. Goto to talk to 
could only be for the better. 

I looked up as I pondered on this topic and ended up 
making direct eye contact with Asami. My heart skipped a 
beat. Something about her gaze felt cold and lifeless, as if 


she was observing me. 


Even after our eyes met, she kept staring intently at 
me, not looking away. I felt that it would be somewhat 
painful to look away, so I continued glaring back at her, 
furrowing my brow. 

"...What?" 

“Nothing. I was just looking at you. Why?" 

"Oh, I see..." 

Her unfaltering stare did begin to make me feel slightly 
self-conscious, so I ended up giving in and turned away. 

Just as I picked up my cigarettes and lighter to take out 
to the balcony, Sayu's phone suddenly started ringing. 

“Whoa, that scared me!" 

"A call?" 

"Yeah, from our manager..." 

"He always calls way too often at night." 

Asami snorted and shrugged. 

"Sorry, I'll go take this." 

"See you in a minute." 

Sayu scampered off and went out through the front 
door. 

It wouldn't have bothered me if she'd taken the call 
inside, but she was overly conscientious about some things. 

I watched as she shut the entryway door behind her, 


then turned to open the door to the balcony so I could go 


for a smoke. 

"Yoshida-cchi." 

Asami Said suddenly. 

"Yeah?" 

"You really don't have any feelings for Sayu-chaso, do 
you, Yoshida-cchi?" 

I frowned and cocked my head. 

“What do you mean, feelings?" 

"Well, like..." 

Asami hesitated slightly, then continued to speak in a 
quieter voice. 

"Y'know... Sexy feelings." 

"Nope." 

“That was quick. You know she's got tig-ol'-biddies and 
everything." 

“Where did you get that phrase from?" 

Sensing that this conversation was leading somewhere, 
I sat back down on my bed. 

“Why would you ask me that?" 

"T mean, c'mon..." 

Her gaze drifted from one corner of the desk to 
another. Unusually for her, she seemed to be taking the 


time to choose the right words to say. 


"It doesn't matter how much of a nice guy you are... 
You're living under the same roof as a cute girl with a nice 
body, aren't you? I wouldn't be surprised if you had a few 
naughty thoughts like that." 

"Well..." 

"Oh, maybe you can't get it up?" 

“You're gonna piss me off." 

I let out a sigh and shook my head. 

"Yeah, anyway... I do find her cute, but she just doesn't 
do anything for me. She's still just a brat to me." 

The gentle smile Sayu was making a few moments 
earlier suddenly sprung to mind. 

",..I'd rather just see her with a genuine smile on her 
face... That's what I want the most." 

Asami was dumbfounded for a moment, then burst out 
laughing. 

"Hey, what's so funny?" 

"Forget it! I'm sorry!" 

Her shoulders bobbed up and down as she continued to 
giggle, and then she continued to speak, smiling. 

"You really are stupid-kind." 

"I'm really not." 


“You really are." 


Asami, who'd previously been speaking in a cheery tone 
of voice, now looked serious. This expression suddenly 
made her appear much more mature; the contrast startled 
me slightly. 

"I already know you're a nice guy, Yoshida-cchi. So can 
I ask you something?" 

"...What?" 

I realized that her earnest expression and the fact that 
she was asking a favor from me were completely out of 
character for her, but said nothing. I wasn't so tactless that 
I'd poke fun at someone who was speaking with this level of 
sincerity. 

"At the convenience store...there's a kinda... I guess 
dangerous? I dunno how to put it." 

"Yeah?" 

Asami furrowed her brow and groaned to herself in 
thought. 

“One of our seniors there has a kinda bad vibe to him." 

"A bad vibe?" 

"Yeah. Like...he's kinda unhinged, or something." 

She kept tilting her head like she couldn't find the right 
expression. 

"Like, if you give him an inch, he'll take a mile, sorta 
thing?" 


"IT don't get it." 

“Hmm... To put it bluntly, he seems like a fuckboy." 

"Wha-... Think a little more before you say those kinda 
things!" 

"But he's not your usual fuckboy. For some reason, he 
seems a little more chilled out." 

",... still don't really understand, but okay. There's a guy 
like that at your work." 

I said, and Asami nodded timidly. 

"Yeah, so anyway. Sayu-chaso and this guy haven't 
worked a shift together yet, so nothing's happened, but his 
schedule changes this week. They're gonna start working 
together." 

"Is that right...?" 

I had no idea who this guy was, so I couldn't really 
understand the importance of what Asami was saying, but 
she seemed to think that the fact that Sayu would be 
working the same shift as him would be a pretty big 
problem. 

“That's why, Yoshida-cchi..." 

She started, glaring at me. 

"I want you to keep a close eye on Sayu-chaso." 


Her eyes were frank as she said this. 


"Listen to her if she tells you anything and watch out 
for her if she ever ends up in trouble... I mean, before she 
ends up in any trouble... Oh, I'm gonna look out for her at 
work, too, obviously!" 

"Pft!" 

"Whah?" 

I was unable to stifle my laughter, and Asami frowned 
at me, clearly displeased. 

“What's so funny?" 

“Nothing. You just surprised me there." 

I said with a chuckle. Asami tilted her head to the side 
and stared at me. She was waiting for me to go on. 

"You're just so kind." 

Her cheeks went red and she averted her gaze. 

"No, I'm not." 

"You're worried about your junior at work and 
everything." 

"No, she's not just my junior..." 

After quickly checking her surroundings, Asami said in 
a barely audible voice, "...She's my homegirl." 

I could feel myself breaking out into a smile, but I 
fought back against it and chose to nod a few times instead. 
"I get you. I'll keep a closer eye on her, in that case." 

"... Thanks." 


"Let me know if anything comes up as well." 

"T will." 

Just as the two of us exchanged glances and nodded at 
each other to make this promise, the front door opened. 

"Sorry about that. He takes so long... What did I miss?" 

Sayu stepped into the entryway and eyed me and Asami 
in turn with her head cocked to one side. 

Asami and I both sneered and shook our heads. 

"Nothing." 

"Nada." 

Our timing was perfectly in sync, and the absurdity of it 
made us both cackle with laughter. 

"Huh? Seriously, what's going on?" 

Sayu didn't join us in smiling, and instead entered the 
living room with a slightly disgruntled demeanor. 

Things were peaceful. 

Sayu and Asami were both such kind and sincere brats. 

It may have been a little presumptuous of me, but I 
knew I wanted to do whatever I could to keep them both 


smiling. 


Thank you for reading! 
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